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(Continued from Page 3) grieve for anything more than 
one of us. I refuse to believe 


the majesty of a child’s death 
by fire in London could cause 
Dylan Thomas to “murder the 
mankind” of her going: 

Nor blaspheme down the 
stations of the breath 
With any further 
Elegy of innocence and 
youth. . . . 

After the first death, 
there is no other. 

And, Donne tells us, "when a 
whirlwind hath blown the dust 
of the Churchyard into the 
Church, and the man sweeps out 
the dust of .the Church into the 
Churchyard, who will under- 
take to sift those dusts again, 
and to pronounce. This is the 
Patrician, this is the noble 
flower, and this the yeomanly, 
this the Plebian bran.” 

So for my part, I reject the 
myth. I refuse to deny John 
Kennedy’s humanity. I refuse to 


that any but a particular light 
sweat out. I refuse to believe 
I that there is not, perhaps even 
3 now, in some schoolroom, on 
| some playing field, in some 
I bunker in Vietnam, at work in 
some remote comer of the 
| world, someone who will light 
another glow-even, it may be, 
more intense than the one that 
I burned so brightly after Jan. 
I 20, 1961. 

| Above ah, in Kennedy’s case 
• or any other, I refuse to deny 
| the harsh reality of death— that 
3 life goes on anyway, not un- 
changed, for the death of any 
i'man must diminish the sum of 
| humanity, but undaunted, un- 
| abated in all its glory and mis- 
I ery. That is the meaning of the 
“ghastly futility” at Dallas. 
That is what the Kennedy myth 
f distorts. And that is what, in 
| tbe end, William Manchester’s 
I monument obscures. 
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